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course and the issues between us and the provincial committee.
He gave me suggestions and advice on how I could avoid "going
bad."
I did not respond at all to his comments and did not enter into
a debate with him. "I need money," I said. "I came to you only
for that purpose. Since I was not sure whether the party would give
it to me, I came to you on a personal level, to request some money."
At once he took my side and exclaimed: "How can the party say
that the money cannot be given to you? I shall give you a letter. Take
it over to the cashier and get the money. And, by the way, dear
chap, how can you make a trip to Tiruchirapalli on just Rs 25?
I am writing that you should be given Rs 50. Go and get it." He was
most generous.
He told me that he too was to go out of town and took leave of
me. "After all, this is a large-hearted comrade," I told myself. "In
spite of political differences, it is a pleasure to move with him and
to have his friendship."
I handed over the comrade's letter to Sukumaran, the cashier.1
He read it and looked me over. He knew about the fight between
our unit and the provincial committee. He was a supporter of the
positions taken by the committee. Happiness was writ large on his
face. He believed that the comrade representing the committee had
talked with me and made me conform.
"So you are convinced, comrade," he Said. And he praised the
leader.
"What do you say?" I asked, not able to comprehend him. He was
baffled when he saw the vacant expression in my eyes.
"Haven't you read what is written in this letter?" he asked,
pushing the letter towards me.
I took it and read it. It said in English: "Pay Com. Jayakanthan
fifty rupees and settle his accounts."
Even then I could not grasp fully the import of those words.
Since the salary of a full time worker was Rs 50, I thought that the
letter asked the cashier to pay me my full salary. I could not under-
stand at once that "settling one's accounts" meant "washing the
fellow concerned off one's hands." As soon as I realized it, I turned
wild. Using very strong language I abused the leader in such a
loud voice that the entire building reverberated. Then I started to
think somewhat calmly.
As recommended in the letter, I received Rs 50 and signed a